CHAPTER   FIFTEEN
At the Grave of Foe
WOULD the bells never stop? They clanged and
clanged, in a maddening monotone, torturing
His rest. They were the bells of the trams that per-
petually sweep down Fayette Street, a few yards
from his grave, which lies in the centre of the city.
One heard them in the distance, as the trams roared
over the hill-crest, and as they drew nearer, the
clamour was more and more persistent, until, at the
cross-road, it echoed out in a deafening peal. Then
there would be a pause, a roar of iron wheels, and the
tram was off again. But the next was already on its
way - down in the smoky valley. One- heard it like
a distant note of warning* Would the bells never
stop?
I stood at Foe's grave, trying to think. After all,
it was more through him than through any other
man that I found myself in America on this rainy
day. I remembered an old English library, where,
as a boy, I had read his essay on The Rationale of
Verse*-that strange and fascinating document in
which he set down, coldly and mechanically, the
methods by which he wrote The Raven/ I had not
fully understood it, but even then, it gripped my
imagination like a detective story. I felt the same
sort of thrill which many boys feel when they are
witnessing the construction of some complicated
machine. That thrill has remained with me ever
since. It gave me a longing to know how things
were done, to study the inside of the most marvellous